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Tequila New York 


| - On the roof 


„Oh man, that's awful. Look at that! .. KIRK! Look at that! .. | gonna kill the fucker ‘cause he treats us like trash 


and makes us live inside a fucking ruin. Asshole! Just look at that!" 


James spat out and threw his empty beer can at the three fleeing cockroaches he had seen by entering the 
staircase of that empty and abandoned old warehouse in Queens what was supposed to be the cozy home of 


the four Metallica members while they were staying in New York City to do their first record. 


"Yeah! I've seen it. Come on! You can't eat them. They taste like shit’ 

Kirk tiredly waved with his right hand, pretty disinterested while he entered the first flight of stairs. 
"Fucker! Do you think | fucking want to eat fucking cockroaches?" James angrily yelled at him 

"Calm down, dude! | didn't say anything like that". 


"You didn't say that, right. But how come you know that the fuckers taste like shit, hey? Are you used to get 


those roaches as a snack in front of TV, or what?" 
"Idiot!" Kirk just gave back 

James snorted then ripped open another can of beer he had dug out of the pocket of his shabby jeans jacket 
The beer fumed and spilled over his hand and to the floor. 

"Shit" 

He hastily brought the can to his lips and gulped down most of the remaining content: 

Kirk sighed and threw back his long and curly dark hair. 


Sometimes James seemed to be so DIFFICULT. 


Kirk didn't know him long enough yet because he just had joined Metallica as their lead guitarist after the band 


had thrown out the fucker Dave Mustaine some weeks ago. 


Mustaine used to be drunk about his ass and aggressive all the time, got destructive more and more and 
brutally slapped around everybody who was crazy enough to get near him. So he couldn't be tolerated any 


longer. 


Also, Kirk's style of playing the lead guitar sounded pretty good and Cliff adored that "European style". James 
didn't exactly know what Cliff meant but agreed. He used to agree in everything Cliff said. 


Kirk had been fascinated by James at first sight. He had seen him several times in SF at gigs of Metallica, or 
of Kirk's former band Exodus. 


He had noticed that the guy was pretty shy and tried to hide that fact with rude manners. But on stage he 
was the best front man Kirk ever had seen in his young life. Just because he had everything Kirk thought a 
front man should have WITHOUT trying to have it - stage presence, sex-appeal, controlled aggression and good 


looks. 
The voice wasn't bad, too. 


Now, the born front man James growled and mumbled to himself about being treated like shit and trash but 
nevertheless followed Kirk. 


To enter the eight storied staircase wasn't without risk because nobody cared about the state of it. So it had 
rained in where windows had been broken and the stairs had gone slippery, or got broken because of frozen 


water in winter. 
But the elevators couldn't be trusted because most of the time they were out of order. 


All in all, the eight storied house was a better ruin A lot of the windows were broken, so rain and wind, or 
snow, lived inside, too. 

Not to mention the state of the doors. Very few doors inside the building were to be closed properly. Just the 
two rooms with the gear of Anthrax and Metallica were to be bolted. 


Both bands used the house as rehearsal space. The sound inside the large, empty halls was excellent. 


But the guys from Anthrax hadn't to live inside the building - they just came for rehearsing then went home 
again. Metallica had to stay. They had no other place to live. 


Partially it was their fault. They hadn't shown the best manners while getting the chance to get a bed and 
some food in the house of Johnny Z and his wife, so they finally got thrown out. Johnny Z knew that the guys 
didn't have the money to pay the rent for even the smallest and shittiest apartment in New York, let alone a 
hotel room, so he ordered them to get to that old building in Queens he had rented as a rehearsal space for 
his upcoming bands. 


It had been a shock for the naive kids from the West Coast. None of them needed too much but sleeping on a 


dirty concrete floor and having no access to warm water was very hard. 


Especially Lars was complaining a lot. As a single child, and raised to become the next tennis world champion, he 
was used to get everything he wanted, and as soon he wanted it. 


So, the guys used to be drunk or stoned to stand the cruelness of their situation. Logically, there didn't remain 
the money to buy enough food for four always hungry young guys. That was a huge problem. 


James was too clumsy and didn't want to do it but Kirk and Cliff hadn't any problems to steal some food 
whenever possible. But it never was enough. Lars tried, too, but his strategies usually failed because of their 
complexity, and because he insisted to let a drunken James do the performance after he had laid out his 


strategy. 


It always ended in a fight, and without any more food. 


"Hey, Kirk?" 


James had reached the lead guitarist on the stairs now and pointed at the brown paper bag Kirk was carrying 


in his arm. 

"What's in there?" 

"Where?" 

"Oh, come on, fucker!" 

"Okay, okay!" Kirk giggled. "You'll see". 
"Whiskey?" 

James eyes widened and he licked his lips. 
"No". 

"Oh, shit. What is it?" 

"You'll see". 

"Lemme see NOW, fucker", James growled and grabbed at the paper bag. 


But Kirk closely hugged the bag and his containments with both arms so James had no chance to have a look 


inside. 


"IF that ain't good stuff you'll regret it that you dragged me away from that party", James threatened. "What 
about Cliff and Lars, by the way?" 


"They got an honorable invitation to drink some tea and eat some homemade cookies at the place of two very 
rice girls with very good manners’, Kirk sophistically said. "lm pretty sure they are talking about some 
essential philosophical themes or some unsolved mathematical or astronomical problems at the moment. You 
know how much Lars is interested in those things. He can't get enough of talking about the theory of quantum 


particles, or how many black holes we might have in the milky way, y'know how curious he is ..." 


"Haha! Really funny. Really, really funny. You're talking about Lars, fucker", James snorted. "Anyway, that 


means more booze for us". 


Because it was a warm night they decided to get to the roof of the building. They both already had their fill 


but weren't as drunk as they wanted to be. 


After taking a leak James snatched his sleeping bag and a blanket from the place at the fifth story where 
they had their “living and sleeping area’ because his was the newest and largest sleeping bag. 


Enough room for two people to lay beside another and staring up into the sky while getting drunk. 
"You coming?" he asked, already on his way to the staircase. 


"Yeah ... Just a moment", Kirk murmured while he rummaged through the meager content of their food 


cupboard. "Go on. l'm coming". 


James didn't ask him what he had looked for in that cupboard. He had the sleeping bag and the blanket over his 
left shoulder and ran up the steps because he hated the dark and always foul smelling stair case, so he 
wanted to get to the top of the house as fast as possible. 


With his long slim legs he had no problems to take two or three steps at one time, so Kirk - who was much 
shorter - had to struggle to stay right behind James. 


James never cared about that fact. If Kirk had problems to close up to him he never slowed down or made an 
effort to wait. Not even for Lars who was a little shorter than Kirk and usually yelled at James like a fury 
because of not waiting up for his Danish majesty. 

Kirk stared at James long legs in those tight dark blue and pretty shabby jeans in front of him on that stairs. 


He always had to stare at James' legs because they looked so perfect and sexy. 


He thought about running his hands along James’ naked legs - up, down, up, down. He always got hard just by 
thinking about that, so he had to be careful by risking a look at them. 


His own legs too were "not so bad" as Lars used to tell him, mostly followed by grabbing at them, or Kirk's 
ass. As far as Kirk had seen yet, Lars didn't grab at James' ass or James’ legs. 


Weird. 


He and James had reached the roof of the building. It was in the same dilapidated state as the rest of the 
house. Empty bottles and beer cans covered a good part of the ground, along with other trash. 


James groaned and kicked at some empty beer bottles. The impact smashed one of them to pieces. 

"What a fucking mess", James growled. "Nobody ever thinks about cleaning up after throwing around his shit". 
Kirk grinned. 

"We could clean up the roof tomorrow. Everybody would be happy". 

"Yeah! Fuck youl" 

"That would be nice, too". 

"WHAT?" 

James stared at him and Kirk smiled innocently. 


"Look over there .. There's a better place for us to stay", he said, pointing at an area of the roof opposite the 
entrance to the staircase. "Looks good. No trash". 


Kirk had been right. 


That part of the roof was much better because it laid far apart from the staircases’ entrance - too far for 


drunk or drugged musicians or other people which just wanted some fresh air but didn't want to go for a walk. 


James put down his sleeping bag and the blanket then got off his sneakers and sat down on the bag. Kirk 
followed suit. 


"Now, lemme see what's inside that fucking bag". 

James didn't want to wait just one second more as necessary and grabbed at the brown paper bag. 

"Yes, okay ... Okay! lIl show you .." Kirk hastily said and slapped at James’ grabbing fingers. 

He opened up the bag and put out a bottle of liquor. James grabbed it from his hand and took a closer look 


"What? Tequila? Are you mad?" 


He stared ice blue daggers at Kirk 


"| don't drink tequila. There's a worm inside. That's stuff for freaks and pussies. Men drink beer. Or whiskey. 
Nothing with fucking worms inside". 


He spat to the side, disgusted. 


"You're a dork", Kirk furiously gave back 


“That's no worm. It's a caterpillar". 

James snorted. 

"What's the fucking difference? It's a dead worm". 

"No. ts a caterpillar, stupid. And it's inside the bottle to prove the good quality of the tequila If the stuff is 
of good or best quality the caterpillar inside stays whole. If it would be bad stuff the caterpillar would fall 


apart or disintegrate, and everybody could see it's bad stuff". 


James stared at the bottom of the bottle, crinkling his nose. His long blond hair fell over his face and he threw 


it back with an elegant movement of his head. 

Kirk held his breath. 

It wasn't fair. He got hard by staring at James’ legs. AND he got hard by seeing James's golden mane fly, too. 
"Fine", James said now. "You sure that the stuff isn't poisonous?" 

"Its of best quality, trust me", Kirk answered 

"Stolen?" 

"No. Well, not exactly .. Maybe, borrowed .." 

"What's that supposed to mean, fucker?" 


A pair of clear blue eyes easily held eye-contact without even blinking to another beautiful pair of eyes, but 
this pair was of a dark brown, surrounded by long dark eyelashes. 


|... | took it with me .. from that party", Kirk stuttered. "There wasn't much alcohol left ... but plenty of 
tequila. Nobody had noticed those bottles, so | took one". 


James shrugged. 


"Okay. Fine. Let's get it opened. | need a drink". 


2 - Night in New York 
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2 - Night in New York 


„Hey, look - there are the lights of Flushing Meadows .. Over there. JAMES! LOOK!" 
Kirk's hard slaps against his arm broke James concentration of opening up the bottle of tequila 
"WHAT?" he growled. "Fuck you! Why are you hitting me?" 


| don't hit you, | just want you to look over to those lights there", Kirk gave back, still pointing at the buildings 
in question with his right hand. "This must be Flushing Meadows". 


"Flushing Meadows? What's that? Can you drink it?" 


"Aaaawwww! Jaaaames!" Kirk groaned, slightly getting desperate. "In Flushing Meadows are the Tennis courts for 


the US Open Tennis Masters’. 
"Ah? Really? So ..2" 

"Aaaawww! You're hopeless! TENNIS! LARS! .. Doesn't that ring a bell?" 
"Eh? Should it? Hey fucker! What's up? Stop hitting me!" 


James drunkenly grabbed Kirk's wrist and held it in a steely grip because Kirk had started to slap at his arm 


again. 
"Let go, asshole!" Kirk yelled and furiously tried to free his arm but without the slightest effect. 


With his feet he kicked at James’ legs, and his long dark hair whirled in the air as he threw his head from one 
side to the other. 


James looked at him, still holding Kirk's wrist with his right hand, the bottle of tequila with his left. 


He shook his head and grinned. 


"You don't need to get all mad, baby", he said and chuckled. "Of course, | do know what's going on in Flushing 
Meadows. And | also know that Lars used to play a little tennis in his younger years". 


Kirk gave a squeak. "A LITTLE tennis?” 


James had to laugh because of Kirk's fury. He let go of Kirk's wrist and quickly ruffled those wild dark locks 
with the fingers of his right hand before Kirk was able to slap at him once more. 


"You're sweet, you know that?" he said, smiling. "You better don't mention Flushing Meadows or anything else 


about tennis masterships when Lars is around because he HATES it". 
"He hates it?" Kirk glanced at James, dark eyes wide in disbelief. "But | thought .." 


"His father wanted him to get a professional tennis player .. Lars father already |S a tennis player, you know", 
James went on while he started to open up the bottle of tequila. "So, he decided that Lars has to become the 
top world champion, and to get him a better chance they moved from Denmark to the USA. | think, Lars had 
to suffer some month in that awful tennis school in Florida before they got it that he doesn't has the 
discipline for letting himself treat like a slave by sadistic assholes, just to run around a center court to chase 


a little yellow ball, and, maybe, win an ugly vase or plate’. 


Kirk grinned, too, then asked: "Is this the cause why Lars doesn't ask his parents to help him out with some 
money, now? Because they are angry and frustrated that he doesn't want to do what they want him to do or 
to be? Have they thrown him out of his home?" 


"His parents are divorced", James said. "He lived with his father. And his father is interested in just one 
person: himself. Maybe, if Lars would have agreed to stay inside the tennis circus with his father as his 
coach, well, that would had been okay because his father's over-dimensioned ego doesn't want nothing more 
than this .. Lars winning and winning, while the whole world has to notice that good ol' daddy has done 
EVERYTHING for his little boy, including giving up his own career. Now, as we know Lars decided to ignore 
everything good ol' daddy has done for his sweet baby boy, and has left his home to get a bad, bad metal 


drummer in a bad, bad metal band". 


"Okay, but couldn't he ask his father for some money? | mean, his father seems to have money - otherwise 
he couldn't have paid for all that tennis shit, so maybe he'll give Lars some cash and we could rent a room 


with a shower in a hotel and buy some food. That would be nice". 
James thought about that for a moment then shrugged. 


| guess Lars wouldn't do it", he meant. "He has got it that his father isn't interested in his person as someone 
who has to be supported just because his dad LOVES him and because he is his daddy's son, nothing else ... It 
made him pretty sad when he realized that his father couldn't even remember the instrument Lars plays in 
the band, not to mention that Mr. Ulrich still doesn't know what kind of music we are used to play. And we are 


doing our first aloum now!" 


"That's weird". 


"Yeah. It's a shame. You can believe me that Lars won't ask his father for money, and | can understand that 


fucking pretty well". 
"| think | got it", Kirk murmured. "You know his father?" 


"Of course", James replied. "Not too good ‘cause the guy isn't my type. Lars always has to call him by his 
forename. That's pretty strange, I'd think. Well, he says, in Denmark where he's born it's usual to call their 
parents by their forenames but, excuse me, | think that's pretty crazy. How should | know who's my mom or 
my dad if | just know a forename, let's say Lisa or Jason ... Every Lisa in the world could be my mom, or 


every Jason in the world could be my dad. Do you think that's okay?" 


"No, | don't think so", Kirk said. "But it's easy for me to say so because my father would have slapped me 
around all day and all night if | had tried to call him by his forename". 


He lowered his head and looked down onto his crossed legs. His long hair shadowed his face against the lights of 


the large City all around and the light of the moon above them. 

James touched Kirk's cheek with his fingertips, very softly. 

"Hey, that sounds awful", he quietly said. 

Kirk gave a nod. 

"It WAS awful", he whispered. "And it IS still awful .." 

"What? You mean your father is still breathing down your neck and tries to hurt you?" 


"No. No, he left the family just some weeks after my sixteenth birthday .. On that day he had tried to kill my 
mother, not for the first time | have to add, and | got between them to keep him away from her .. He was 
drunk about his ass - also as always - and because he's somewhat taller and muscular than | he slapped me 
around until | wasn't able to get up from the floor any longer .. To my luck some of the neighbors had heard 
the noise of the fight and came in to help me after they had smashed down the door to our apartment". 


"Fuck! Tell me where he is now and | let him know what | think about his manners", James growled. 


"| don't know where the fucker is at the moment’, Kirk answered. "And | hope he won't show up again. My 
mother is working hard to make ends meet because the asshole who claims to be my father never had paid 
just one buck for his kids. So I'm really not interested where he might be, or in what prison his ass might got 


dragged, as long as | don't have to meet the fucker". 


They sat there in silence for a moment. Then Kirk touched James’ hand. 

"You wanted to open up the tequila?" 

"The tequila? Oh! Yes ... Yes, of course" 

James busied himself to do so. He put the metallic wrapping away and opened up the bottle. Before Kirk was 
able to get between him and the bottle James had his lips around the bottle's neck and took several generous 


Sips. 


"Hey, hey, let go, fucker! Stop it!" Kirk shouted, ripping the bottle off James' hand and away from his lips. 
"That's not right, you dumb idiot. Stop it!" 


James stared at him in frustration and licked his still wet lips to catch the last drops of tequila 


"What is it NOW?" he groaned. "Isn't it possible to just drink the stuff to get drunk, maybe as fast as possible, 
and then to pass out? What do you want NOW?" 


Kirk ran his fingers through his hair. 
He felt nervous. He had to be careful to do no wrong move. 


"See, there's that ritual", he hoarsely said. 
"What ritual?" James asked, glaring at him. 


"Come on, I'm sure you know what | mean ... Tequila has to be drunk in a certain ritual. First, you lick some salt 


off your hand then you throw your shot tequila, and after that you have to bite into a slice of lemon or lime". 
"Ah, that's it. Yes, | think I've heard about that shit", James chuckled. "Do you really think that's necessary?" 
"Absolutely! It wouldn't be right if you won't follow the rules. Trust me". 


James looked at Kirk as if he would have realized that very moment that he was in company of an alien, and 


had to fear to be eaten alive by said alien all of a sudden. 


Hell, wasn't there an old episode of "Star Trek - The original series" where a salt-craving and salt-licking 
monster killed one crew member of the Enterprise after the other because it wanted to get the salt inside 


their blood? 


James wasn't sure about the tequila but if the beast in the TV episode had wanted to lick salt then there 


must had been tequila, too. 

But - Kirk? 

An alien from outer space who wanted to lick James’ blood-salt before doing some shots of that tequila? 
And after that? 

What? 

Biting into a lemon? 

INTO A LEMON? 


Wow! 


"What?" Kirk asked, sounding a little hurt, as James broke into laughter all of a sudden. 

James fell onto the sleeping bag and his body convulsed from giggles and laughing attacks. He wasn't able to 
stop them. Every time he looked at Kirk he started to laugh again, completely helpless against his drunken 
fantasy. 

"What?" Kirk kicked at James’ shins, pouting. "WHAT?" 

Another hard kick. 


And another one for good measure. 


"Aaaaawwww ... oooohhhh! Stop it, stop!" James grabbed at Kirk's legs, still laughing. "Enough now. Don't you 


dare to kick at me once more, fucker, if you wanna stay alive". 


"You think I'm just funny, right?" Kirk seemed to be pretty hurt now. "Everybody thinks I'm crazy. Isn't it 
right? You think l'm just a crazy, funny motherfucker..." 


"No .. No, Kirk", James said now completely serious and calm. "I won't think anything like this because you ain't 


crazy or shit like that. Don't listen to what the other fuckers are trying to tell you". 


He still held Kirk's lower legs. Now he pulled Kirk a little closer and turned him fully around so they faced 


another. 


"Don't kick me again, okay?" 


He let his hands fall off Kirk's legs after he had pulled them over his. Kirk sat between James’ legs now, his 


calves and feet around James’ hips. 
James locked down at him, after he got back the tequila bottle from Kirk's hand without resistance. 
He took another gulp from the stuff then looked back at Kirk who sat there without a word. 
"You're beautiful, you know that?" he asked, running his fingers through Kirk's long, curly hair. 

Kirk didnt answer. He just looked at him with those large dark eyes. 

James gave a moan 

No. No, no, no, no, no! 

He breathed in and out deeply until his pulse had calmed down. 


"Okay", he said. "Let's do your tequila ritual. If we can do it without the slice of lemon, and the salt and that 


stuff you mentioned". 

Kirk smiled. He reached in his back and after some rustling inside the paper bag he showed James what he had 
brought with the tequila 

A slice of a lime and a small paper baggie from a fast food restaurant, containing salt. 

James grinned in amusement. He couldn't believe that. 


"Where do you have that slice of lime from?" 


"From the party", Kirk answered, smiling at him. "I took that one off Lars’ last drink because he didn't want it. 
So, maybe it might have a slight taste of lemonade .. but | guess that won't bother you". 


"Lemonade?" James started to giggle once more. 

"Yes, of course", Kirk answered in a very snobbish tone. "Is something wrong with lemonade?" 

"No. No, no .. absolutely no. | always like to say that lemonade should rule the world. Really. | mean it!" 
Kirk looked at him, eyes narrowed. 


James tried very hard to keep himself from laughing but failed. Kirk giggled, too, because it was too much of 
fun to stay serious. 


Finally, they caught their breath once more, and James pointed at the baggie with the salt. 


"Well, go on. Show me". 


Kirk ripped open the baggie. There wasn't very much salt inside, so he got everything onto his flexed palm. 
"That's not much", James mentioned. 

Kirk nodded. "Unfortunately, there wasn't more inside our cupboard, just that one .." 

"Shit. Tell you what - if Metallica .. No, WHEN Metallica will be really, really big and so on, we'll stuff all our 
cupboards all over the world with bags of salt, so if we want to drink some tequila we always have enough of 
the shit". 

Kirk looked up at James, brown eyes wide. 

"You are sweet", he said. 


James blue eyes held the look for some seconds then James' cleared his throat and dropped his eyelids. 


"Okay, now", Kirk said. "Look. At first | gonna lick up a little bit of the salt then | gonna drink some tequila, and 
after that | take a bite inside the lime .. Okay? Well, I'm demonstrating .." 


He did exactly as he had described the procedure to James. James watched every move, very well knowing 
that there wouldn't be a problem for a grown man to lick up some salt, drink tequila and bite into a slice of 
lime. But he liked to watch Kirk because the guy's movements were as smooth as those of a cat, looking kind 


of effortlessly. 


Unfortunately, James’ cock liked it, too, because in the meantime James didn't know how long he was able to 


stay in the sitting position without crying out loud because his hard-on hurt like hell inside his tight jeans. 
"Now you", Kirk said, offering his palm at James. 
"Okay", James whispered, already closing his fingers around Kirk's, pulling Kirk's hand to his lips. 


He licked off the remaining salt then licked Kirk's palm once more. 


Just to be sure. 
Then he lifted his head, grabbed the bottle and took several generous gulps of the tequila The stuff wasn't too 
bad. James felt that relaxing warmness he always wanted. Unfortunately, it could easily be followed by a bad 


hangover. 


He put away the bottle and looked around for the slice of lime. Kirk had held it in his other hand the last time 


James had looked. 

But now Kirk's hands were empty. James was stunned. 

Until he got it. 

The slice of lime was now between Kirk's slightly opened lips, held by his teeth. 
James gave a low whistle. 


"Beast", he whispered then bent over to take a bite. 


3 - And the moon shines bright 
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3 - And the moon shines bright 

James lips touched Kirk's, at first just lightly then more intense, and he tried to get a hold of that slice of 
lime between Kirk's teeth. 

But there was no way to do so. 

Technically. 


Kirk was too small and he still sat between James’ legs, and James’ back already started to hurt as he tried to 
bent low enough to glue his lips onto Kirk's. 


With a low sigh he finally grabbed Kirk and lifted him easily and smoothly into his lap, holding him in place with 
his left hand still on Kirk's ass. 


Kirk gave a short yelp and opened up his lips a little more. Gone was the slice of lime, and James laughed. 


He chewed the small piece of lime and swallowed it then took several sips of tequila before letting Kirk drink 


some of the liquor, too. 

"James, what ..2" Kirk then started but was cut short by James who kissed him. 

Kirk gave another small yelp and grabbed at James' long blond mane to hold himself upright. He nearly had lost 
his balance. He absent-mindedly fisted his hands in James' hair and tugged at it but James’ didn't seem to 
notice that. 

Kirk didn't notice anything else than his and James’ lips and tongue, too. 

At first. 


They kissed frantically and heated, both of them overwhelmed by the intensity of their sensations. 


James ran his fingers through Kirk's dark locks then down his back. Without even thinking about it he shoved 
his fingers deeper, getting them between the waistband of Kirk's jeans and the soft swelling of his ass. 


He couldn't stop himself from moving his hips in a soft and steady rhythm against the heated body he firmly 


held in his arms, trying to get as much friction on his hard cock as possible. 


He fell back onto his elbows after a while, and Kirk's hair was all over his face because they didn't stop kissing, 


so Kirk was on top of him now. 
James' breath came fast and he desperately moaned because he urgently needed to get rid of his pants. 


He opened his eyes, just to see Kirk's closed lids and long eyelashes, and then clearly to realize that it was a 
guy he was going down on, and that said guy's cock was as fully erect as his. 


He managed to break the kiss and laid his fingers to Kirk's lips while he panted heavily. 
"Kirk." 

"Take me!" 

"What?" 

"I said, take me", Kirk croaked once more. 

"But ... Kirk .. Are you .. sure?" 

"Absolutely". 


Kirk got his right hand between their bodies, now, and squeezed his fingers underneath the waistband of 


James' jeans and his briefs. 

James gave a howl as Kirk's fingertips touched his hard penis. He nearly came just because of that touch, and 
when Kirk started to stroke him after he had managed to bring his forefinger and middle finger between the 
heated skin of James’ abdomen and his peris. 

But James didn't want to come so soon, or just because he had been touched 


His helpless whimpers stopped Kirk in his movements. 


"Your pants are much too tight, James", he said, sounding a little breathless. "| should better open them up to 
make sure that nothing of worth gets permanently damaged". 


"Oh, yes, please", James panted. "That's a good idea .. Do you need any help down there?" 


"No, thanks .. | guess, | know the trick how to open up those pants .. See? Done!" 


"Oooohhh, thats good", James groaned and fell on his back. 


He grabbed the bottle with tequila and took some large gulps while he watched Kirk who slowly undressed 


himself now after he had opened up James’ pants. 


The t-shirt flew to the side, and Kirk's long, dark hair now touched the bare skin of his chest, shoulders and 


back. He stood then opened up his pants to get rid of them and his underwear and socks. 


James looked up at him, now on his elbows again, his head in the nape of his neck His blond mane fell down like 


a curtain. 

Kirk stood with his back against the silvery light of the moon and the numerous artificial lights of Manhattan 
on the opposite of the East River. James lifted his right hand and ran it over Kirk's left thigh, first the 
outside then, after a slight turn of his wrist, along the inside until his fingertips reached Kirk's balls and 
remained there. 

Kirk gave a whimper but didn't move. 


"You still really sure?" James asked, very quietly. 


"Yes." Kirk nodded. "And don't ask again, please". 


He undressed James, and James let him. He laid back and closed his eyes, just letting him get pleasured - while 
Kirk pleasured himself by doing all the things he had dreamed off: stroking James’ long legs all over, kissing 
them and licking all along them. 

He was obsessed by James’ legs. 

They looked and felt so good. 

But he also was interested in James’ erect penis, too. 

Extremely interested, 

James was able to tolerate the slow, light stroking of his cock as an "extra" while Kirk was busy to kiss and to 


lick his legs - but all of a sudden Kirk's lips left his legs and a split second later they were around his cock, 
and his cock deep down Kirk's throat. 


All of this without warning. 
James cried out and nearly jumped. 
Kirk quickly withdrew his mouth. 


‘Kiiiiirrrkl" James whined, breathing hard and fast. "Don't do that again if you don't want me to come too soon, 
fucker! That's cruel! | can't stand it any longer... 


"Good. I'm all done", Kirk panted. "I can't stand it any longer, too. Isn't that nice?" 
James gave a groan. 


He grabbed at Kirk and just a moment later Kirk was on his back and James on top of him. 
James shoved some of their clothes under Kirk's head then he managed to get the blanket over them both. 


None of them said a word. 


James took the condom Kirk held out at him, also the small tube of aqua glide. He prepared himself then Kirk 
with now slightly shaking and cold fingers. 


‘| don't want to hurt you", he whispered, trying to penetrate Kirk with his forefinger while at the same time 
trying to NOT penetrate him. 


"You won't hurt me", Kirk whispered back. "Oh, come on ...| can't wait any longer". 


‘Oh, my god", James groaned, adding another finger. "I can't believe this. Have you .. have you done this 


before?" 


"What do you think, fucker?" Kirk moaned and roughly tugged at James’ hair. "Fuck me! Fuck me, or I'll kill you!" 


James had to muffle Kirk's cries of lust with a hand over Kirk's mouth because he feared that, all of a 
sudden, a special command unit of the police of New York City would show up to get him busted for murdering 
or raping an innocent victim. 

Kirk wasn't too happy to get tuned down but then he couldn't stop the building up of his climax any longer. 


His mouth got free now because James got on his both hands while fucking Kirk hard and fast. 


James threw back his head, his hair flying wildly. The sight of it, and the sensations of those hard thrusts of 


James's cock inside him was enough to trigger Kirk's orgasm. 


He repeatedly cried out while his body stiffened then shook in violent spasms. James gritted his teeth and gave 


some more hard thrusts then climaxed hard, now crying out loud, too. 


He collapsed on top of Kirk who didn't complain because he was too exhausted to do so. They both were 


covered in sweat, so James pulled the blanket off them. 


Kirk was completely relaxed and gave small sounds of satisfaction. James smiled and kissed his lover's full, still 


heated lips. 


Then he reached down between their bodies and held the condom in place as he pulled out. He got rid of the 
thing while Kirk protested about being left alone. 


James was back beside him at the same moment and bent over Kirk to pull down the zipper of the sleeping 


bag. 
"Come on, baby", he whispered. “Get inside. You're so tired". 
"Mmmmhhh", Kirk murmured, crawling inside the sleeping bag. "You're tired, too?" 


"Completely", James whispered. He slipped inside the sleeping bag and pulled up the zipper then laid down on his 
side, spooning Kirk. 


"I'm completely out of order now." 


4 - The morning after 
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4 - The morning after 


„Hah! TOLD YOU they'd be here, Cliff! TOLD YOU!" 


Kirk groaned. His head hurt like hell. He wanted to kill the Danish gnome with his 120-decibel voice there and 
then. The fucker had no right to live. 


„Haven't | told you? I'm pretty good, right, Cliff? | saw that James' sleeping bag wasn't at his usual place, so | 
did a little Sherlock Holmes brainwork - an easy thing for me l'm pleased to add. | know James likes camping, 
and | also know he never would think about camping on the streets, especially with a neighborhood like this, so 
he HAD to be on the roof. A logical conclusion .. And | HAD been right". 

"Yeah, as always, buddy. You're great. Just brilliant .. Now stop waking the whole neighborhood with your 
ongoing babbling. Maybe, some of these fuckers don't like to be disturbed even by being told about the brilliant 
ideas of a Danish Sherlock Holmes". 

"But | just want to add .." 

"LARS, buddy!" 

"Oh. Okay". 


A snort was to be heart then a series of quick footsteps signaled that the Dane had started to walk all over 


the roof to burn off some energy. 


Kirk hadn't opened up his eyes yet but that wasn't necessary to know about Lars’ pouting. He always looked so 
sweet with his baby face and those adorable lips if he decided to pout, and that was pretty often 


But now he had to die for brutally waking up Kirk, sweet baby face or not. Kirk gave another groan because a 
wave of nausea ran through his body. 


Somebody sat down beside him who still didn't know for sure what exactly was going on. 


"Bad hangover, Kirky?" Cliff softly asked, carefully laying his flat hand onto Kirk's shoulder. 


Kirk managed to open up his eyes a slit. He gave another groan because the bright sunlight hurt and intensified 
his headache. 


"| think I'm dying", he murmured and covered his eyes with his hand. 
"Ah, I'm positive you'll survive", Cliff gave back, his tone amused. 

He patted Kirk's shoulder. 

Then he looked over at James who was still fast asleep. 


The long blond hair covered up most of his face and naked shoulder and was mixed up with Kirk's dark curls. 


What a beautiful golden colored mane, Cliff thought. Like a lion's mane. 


James laid on his left side, his cheek against Kirk's head, and inside the sleeping bag his right arm was around 


Kirk's torso while he still held him close to his body in his left arm. 


Kirk now started to move around by completely waking up and finally woke James, too, when accidentally his 


elbow made hard contact with James’ ribcage. 


"Uuuhhhh, what's up", James murmured and tried to shove Kirk away, not opening his eyes. "Go away .. Lemme 


sleep!" 

Kirk abruptly stopped moving. 

What the fuckl 

He was laying inside a sleeping bag - and James was laying behind him. Inside the same sleeping bag. 
And James was right behind him, snuggling up to him. Sporting a huge morning hard-onl 


And in his still half asleep state James's right hand wandered from Kirk's chest to his hip then to his erection, 


and Kirk wasn't able to suppress a small whimpering sound. 


"Hhhmmmm? Now, that's nice", James murmured and closed his fingers around Kirk's hard cock. 


"Get up, fucker! NOW!" 


Lars was standing beside the sleeping bag in the blink of an eye. 

"You can't sleep any longer. COME ON! We have a photo-shooting. With Ross Halfin .. In Manhattan, in two 
hours. Don't you remember? So, get up your ass, get shaved and dressed and whatever ... Just get up! You 
know what an asshole Ross can be if we let him wait. He might decide to get us drowned in the Hudson River if 
we'd dare to make him wait for even two seconds". 


"Fuck him!" James growled. He didn't open up his eyes. 


"Good idea, fucker, but you have to get up first before you can fuck Halfin", Lars answered, repeatedly nudging 
James’ back with the tip of his right sneaker. 


He took a closer look at the both guys inside the sleeping bag. 

"Hey, you're fucking naked, aren't you?" he demanded to know. "You've slept inside that bag with NO clothes on 
~ Together? | don't believe it! This is SHOCKING! And .. what are you doing there, James? You have your hand 
on Kirk's cock, right? Don't deny that fact. | can see the silhouette of your arm inside that sleeping bag. Un- 
be-lie-va-ble!" 

The color of Lars face slowly went from light to deep red. 

"Mind your own business", James growled, 

"WHAT? This is unbelievable .." 


Cliff hastily cut them off. 


"Lars, you better take Kirk with you inside now, and make sure he'll look like a human being as fast as possible 


. lll care about James. We don't want Ross to get angry because of us being late, dont we?" 


Finally, Lars was gone, dragging poor Kirk with him. Kirk just had been allowed to get on his jeans and sneakers. 
It had been hard work to get Kirk out of the sleeping bag because he didn't want the others to see his 
erection, and Cliff had to make sure that Lars wasn't looking while Kirk put on his briefs and pants. 

And that Lars kept shut his mouth what had been even harder. 

After the drummer and the lead guitarist had been gone Cliff sighed in relief. 


James turned onto his back. He still laid inside the sleeping bag and had no intention to get up. He shielded his 
eyes with his left forearm because the bright sunlight hurt in his eyes. His hangover wasn't as bad as Kirk's 


but bad enough. 
And he wanted to jerk off to get rid of his morning wood. Without someone staring at him. 


But no way. James knew that Cliff wanted him to get up, so he had to get up. He just felt so tired and 


hangover. 

After some moments of silence Cliff cleared his throat. 

"You fucked him?" 

James thought about it for some moments. 

"As far as | remember, yes." 

"As far as you remember? Doesn't sound well, dude. So you were too drunk to remember properly?" 
"No. We haven't been too drunk .. Drunk - but not too drunk | do remember. The fucking, | mean". 
James rubbed his face and moaned then shook his head. 


"| don't know how it could have happened. | really hadn't planned to fuck him. It ... it happened. But | can't 


remember for sure how". 

"| see". 

There was a long silence. 

"Do you have ... feelings for him ... well, you know, what | mean?" Cliff asked after a while. 

James opened up his eyes a little bit and stared at Cliff. 

"Feelings?" 

"Yes". 

"Feelings? What kind of feelings?" James sounded confused. "I slept with him. It felt good". 

| don't think that I've thought about the feelings of a good orgasm, and l'm pretty sure that you very well 
know what | mean, James. So, would you, please, quit pretending to be a completely clueless idiot. | don't buy 


that" 


James bit his lower lip and gave a low groan but didn't say anything. He wouldn't have known what to say, 


anyway. He had sex with Kirk the night before. It had been good. 


So what? 


James had thought about having sex with Kirk since he had met the dark haired guitarist the very first time 
- that gig of Metallica in a club in San Francisco with Exodus as their opening act. Dave Mustaine still had been 
Metallica's lead guitarist but it was getting more and more difficult to keep him in the band because of his 
aggression. 

James had watched Kirk's performance as lead guitarist of Exodus, and he was fascinated. The guy looked like a 
fifteen year old kid but played like a soloist of much older age, every note full of power and intensity, while the 
guitarist himself seemed to be in a state of trance. 

Maybe, there was sexual arousing, too. 


James clearly had got aroused by watching Kirk play. 


That long dark curly hair. The dark eyes, half closed, unfocussed, those open lips. Hips thrusting rhythmically 
against the guitar. 


He looked so hot. 


And James was confused about getting an erection just by seeing Kirk play. Maybe, he had been a little angry 
at first, too. He didn't want to be attracted by a guy. He was supposed to be attracted by chicks. 


And if he wanted anal sex he never had a problem to get it with a chick. He always got everything he wanted 
from the chicks he had slept with. 


So, why Kirk? 

There had been no need to fuck Kirk 

James groaned and rubbed his face with both hands. 

Oh, fuck", he murmured. "| must have been outta my mind". 


Cliff looked down at him then breathed in and out deeply before asking: "Do you know that he has been raped 


as a child?" 


James got sat up in a split second and stared at Cliff, blue eyes wide. 


"WHAT?" 


9 - Photo-shooting on Times Square 
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5 - Photo shooting on Times Square 


„Lars, | think | would do the world a great favor if I'd kill you right now, on the spot", Ross Halfin barked at the 
Dane. "And I'll do it with my bare hands .. There's no need for an extra weapon because a Danish fucker like 
you is easily to be killed. Also, nobody would miss your ass, so lets just do it and get rid of your ridiculous 
Darish corpse, without leaving a trace, of course .. Well, that shouldn't be too difficult, | think. We'll stuff you 
inside a trash bin, and that's it. No need to think about something more complicated. Yes, a trash bin will do 
the job. Perfectly. As | always like to point out it isn't necessary to work out or to create a complicated 
scenario if you're planning to do something special ... I's always best to just get it done - in this case the 
killing of a Danish drummer - whenever the situation is right and then you might have a look around at the 
location, because the location usually gives you such an unbelievable creative input how to go on... In our case 
| have seen four or five trash bins near our current position on Times Square I'd like to use .. Of course, | 
just need one of them to get rid of that disgusting Danish trash .. AND after I'd be done the world will thank 
me for having freed the whole population from an upcoming dark era caused by a Danish Heavy Metal 
drummer who isn't able to count up to three, let alone to four .. Not to mention the non-existence of even 
the manners of a two year old who hasn't yet learned that the continuous open-mouthed munching onto a 
disgusting chewing gum makes him look like an extra stupid Danish cow .. With the difference that a stupid cow 
usually doesn't produce such an AWFUL noise by chewing up some food while a certain Danish drummer 
notoriously not only isn't able to shut his damned mouth while chewing, he also has to do that with a 


permanent and disgusting noise .. Just to hurt my feelings and to make me mad". 
"No ... That's not right! Excuse me", Lars tried to stop Ross’ lament, lifting his hand. "But that's not .." 
"Silentium! | don't remember that | gave you any permission to speak up!" 


Ross Halfin stared daggers at Lars, his face just a few centimeters in front of the Dane's. Lars stared back, 
his green eyes wide, barely blinking. 


The rest of the band and Halfin's photographer assistants tried to maintain control about their composure as 
long as possible but then James started to laugh. Cliff elbowed him to make him stop while he already tried to 
muffle his own giggles. 


All of a sudden, everybody was laughing helplessly - except Ross Halfin and Lars which still stared at each 
other. None of them had wanted to back off, so they still stood there like statues. 


But now Halfin exploded once more: "I REALLY don't know why there should be just the SLIGHTEST cause to 
laugh about my incredible patience with this annoying PERSON .." he repeatedly stabbed Lars’ chest with his 
forefinger, "And | really don't know why l'm doing this because none of you four fuckers won't EVER make just 
one buck with that band of yours .. You're awful! Nobody EVER will buy a record of your so-called band ... IF 
there WILL be a record ...| really can't stop myself thinking that there WON'T be a record, and that 
everything's just a perverted fantasy of a certain Danish gum-chewing madman who got the idea he might be 
the drummer of a metal band, and said metal band would go big, and shit like that! .. Aaaawwwww! I'm such an 
idiot! Why me? What have | done to deserve this? | must have been out of my mind as I've accepted the job 
as a photographer of a completely untalented bunch of brainless idiots with some awful and unnecessary 
instruments! Oh, my god! All my time lost and gone, stolen by four unwashed and imbecile want-to-be 
musicians. Either | have lost my mind ... or I'm a saint!" 


He slapped his own forehead several times then turned around to have a look of the wide area of New York 


City's Times Square, the "location" he had wanted the Metallica guys to show up. 


"Well", he said in a sweetish tone and turned back at the band just some seconds later. "I think l'm a saint. 
Otherwise | won't do that. Don't you agree?" 


"You are absolutely right, Sir. As always", one of his assistants busied himself to answer on the spot, his tone 
slightly disinterested, while he didn't take his look off the camera he was preparing for the next shots. 


He seemed to be used to come up with something like this whenever necessary to soothe down his boss. 
"Well, but | do NOT agree .." a red-faced Lars started but then Cliff's elbow stopped him dead. 


He gave a yelp and tried to hit Cliff, too, but his band mate was out of reach because he quickly had changed 
his position, getting behind James’ back. So, Lars' elbow made painful contact with James’ ribcage. James 


shrieked and jumped and then slapped Lars backside hard enough to let the Dane lose his balance. 


Lars stumbled and lost his footing, and then he fell forward, face first from the sidewalk onto the street, the 
very same moment as the traffic lights went green and a large bulk of yellow cabs jest a few meters away 


from them had started to speed. 


Lars‘ shrill shouts of panic weren't to be heard because of the traffic noise and of the warning honks of the 
cabs. But he barely had hit the asphalt for a split second when he forcefully got ripped back onto the sidewalk 
by Cliff who tightly had grabbed the back of Lars’ t-shirt the very last possible moment. 


After he had dragged him onto his feet Cliff held Lars with his arm around the Dane's shoulders and made 
sure he couldn't fall down once more. With his other hand he soothingly patted Lars' head. 


Lars was in shock and trembled all over. He wasn't able to give a sound. He cramped his fingers into the fabric 


of Cliff's shirt, his knuckles white. 


"Oh, my god .. Lars, are you okay?" James anxiously asked, stroking Lars' pale cheek “Are you okay? I'm sorry! 
I'm so sorry. | didn't want to push you onto the street ... Please, I'm sorry .. Oh, my god! Lars! Say something .. 
please .. I'm so sorry, | didn't want to push you .." 

Lars whimpered and lifted his head to look into James' eyes. 

"I know ... | know, James", he croaked. "It wasn't your fault". 


He gave a groan then spat out his chewing gum then swallowed hard. 


"Shit", he murmured. "Ross and his fucking extravagancies. What have we done to deserve him?" 


After that nearly-accident Ross Halfin was the charming British gentlemen all over and didn't mention Lars' 


manners any more. 


He wanted to take some photo-shots of the band in front of the "Hard Rock Café" and surprised them by 
announcing the end of the photo-shooting just half an hour later. 


"What? You're done?" Lars asked, not believing what he had heard. 
"l'm done". 


Ross snapped his fingers and handed the camera over to one of his assistants. Then he gave the band a 
pleased smile. 


‘I'm really glad that the shooting went well. | think the photos will be great”. 


"WHAT?" That was Kirk who hadn't said much during the whole photo session. "You've called us names and 
everything and made us suffer for more than four hours in a row - and now you wanna make us believe that 
the fucking photo-shooting went well? What the fuck is that supposed to mean, asshole? You gonna shit us, or 
what?" 


Halfin hastily backed off some steps as Kirk approached him with his fists slightly lifted, dark eyes glinting in 


dangerous fury. 
| beg your pardon? May | .." 


"You may NOT, fucker! We are DONE!" Kirk hissed at him. "DONE! You better get your fucking British ass off 
that Times Square within two minutes, or | might forget my extremely gentlemen-like manners and stuff your 


sorry ass inside the next best trash bin. Got it?" 


"Eh ..?" 
"GOT IT?" 


Kirk's face now was just centimeters apart from Halfin's who looked exactly like a shocked bunny in front of a 


threatening snake, waiting for the deadly bite. 
"Uuuhhh .. uuuhhh .." he croaked. 
"WHAT?" 


"Uuhhhh .. | mean, yes .. Yes, | got that", Halfin nervously managed to bring over his lips. "Well, no need to do 
something what you might regret a little later ." 


"Asshole", Kirk hissed. 
Halfin gave him a bright smile and patted his arm. 


"You are sooo sweet when you're going all mad, Kirk, darling". 


"IIl kill the fucker", James growled, shoving two slightly disorientated looking kids out of his way to the cashier 
of the MacDonald's-Restaurant. 


He and Kirk had entered the restaurant after one of Halfin's assistants had supported James with some cash 
to get something to eat, or to drink, or whatever, he just had to drag Kirk with him to end the drama. 


"Why would you wanna do that? His assistant gave you, well, how much .. ten bucks? Twenty bucks?" Kirk 
asked. 


He had to shout because the noise inside the restaurant was deafening. 

"Ten. This fucker! Just ten! | guess | didn't get enough murderous hatred inside my look to make myself clear. 
Next time there have to be twenty bucks if those assholes wanna leave a battlefield like that with their heads 
still on their shoulders .. Hey, look at that". 


He held out his palm at Kirk The one dollar notes he had got back after he had paid his and Kirk's burgers, 


fries and cola's stuck between his forefinger and middle finger, several coins laid on his palm. 


"| always thought l'm too dumb to count up to ten", James said, grinning widely. "But | take that back We've 


got back one Dollar and fourteen Cent extra change .. Hey, we're rich!" 


"JAMES! You can't keep that money! Give it back!" 


"What? Are you crazy? Excuse mel I'm just a dumb tourist from the West Coast. No way. Come on now, let's 


go upstairs". 


Finally they got a free table at the second story of the restaurant. The table was large enough for four 
people but James made sure that they stayed undisturbed by laying his long legs over the remaining seats. 


The looks of the both young guys with their long wild manes and the dark clothes, also the subtle aggression in 
James' facial expression stopped everybody who thought of trying to get a seat on that table. 


"Where are Cliff and Lars?" Kirk asked after he had finished his French fries. 
"Don't know", James murmured and shrugged, chewing on several large bites of his BigMac. 
He knew very well 


Cliff had signaled him that he would get Lars out of their way to give James a better chance to talk to Kirk, 
or whatever he wanted to do with Kirk 


Now, Kirk stared at his fingers, played with some cold fries, shooting quick glances at James before looking 


down on his hands on the table, again. James watched him. 
"Why didn't you tell me that you got raped as a child, Kirk", he finally asked. 


His tone was quiet but his body was tensed up. 
Kirk lifted his head and looked into James' clear blue eyes. 


"Would you have slept with me if you'd known about that before?" he asked with a small voice. 
James shook his head. 
"Of course, not! No way! You must be traumatized enough". 


"See?" Kirk gave him a weak smile. "But | wanted to sleep with you, James. | wanted it so badly. So, | couldn't 


tell you about those rapes". 


6 - You did me well 


Author's Notes: 
This is drama and cruelity (violence, rape ..). | just want to mention that. 


b - You did me well 


James stared at Kirk who held the look just for some moments then lowered his head and dropped his eyelids. 


Again, his fingers played with some cold fries. 


"You really must have been mad", James then said. He tried to stay calm but it was pretty difficult. "You ARE 
mad. Oh, my god!" 


He groaned loudly and laid his head back to the nape of his neck, blankly staring at the ceiling of the 
restaurant's story without seeing anything. He ran his hand over his face then his fingers through his long 


blond mane. 


| really don't want to think about .. This is awful, just by think about it. Shit! What if | would have hurt you? 
If | would have known | never would have fucked you so hard. | haven't prepared you good enough .. Oh, my 


god!" 
Kirk's flat hand made a sharp but brief sound as it hit the surface of the table. 
"Stop it, James!" 


"What?" 
Kirk had lifted his head and locked eyes with James, again. His beautiful dark eyes looked a little tired as a 
result of the hangover of what he still wasn't fully recovered. But it was nothing compared with the pain inside 


the dark depths. 


Even James - who was pretty dumb when it came to get the meaning of the facial expression of another 
person - had to swallow at the sight of Kirk's large dark eyes, and he felt a burning heat grow inside his 
chest. 


"You didn't hurt me", Kirk said in a low tone. "If you can remember the details about preparing me you should 


also remember about the rest ..." 


"but. 


"Don't. Please. You didn't hurt me", Kirk repeated. "I don't lie on you. And .. and you also know that | liked it: 
That | really ... liked it. A lot. Right?" 


James still felt that burning heat inside his chest. It didn't feel good. 


To the contrary, the feeling seemed to be somewhat similar to those he very well knew from his childhood and 
youth when he was told that he had done something very bad and immoral, so he had to feel guilty because 
he had failed to please the Lord AGAIN. 


After a while James had got it that he simply didn't know HOW to please the Lord, and because he didn't want 
to feel guilty and bad all the time he shied back from talking to other kids, even from looking or smiling at 
them,just to make sure to NOT to be bad. 


But he still must had done wrong because the Lord decided to take away his mother. His mother hadn't said 
anything about him being the cause before she died of cancer after having refused every medical help - but 
James felt guilty anyway. 


Now, he gave a low moan then said: "That's right. | know you liked it. Well, you came like a motherfucker, and | 
take that as sign that you got satisfied". 

"Pretty satisfied’, Kirk said, smiling dreamily. "God, you can fuck, James ... Unbelievable!" 

James felt a sudden heat in his face. Without doubt he must look like a red traffic light now. 


He quickly looked around to make sure that nobody else had overheard Kirk's enthusiastic information about 


the quality of James’ sexual performance. 


But the two Japanese guys at the next table hadn't even looked at them and were busy to study a map of 


Manhattan, talking to another in their native language in an insane speed. 


James slowly breathed in and out several times until he thought that the color of his face was back to 


normal. 

"Well, yes", he said then after he had cleared his throat. "I'm glad to hear that you .. | just .. Well, thank you". 
"You are welcome", Kirk answered, still smiling at him. 

James felt his cheeks start to burn once more and quickly grabbed at his coke. There wasn't much more 
inside the large cup than water of the melted ice cubes with a distinct taste of coke but that didn't bother 


James. He just wanted to do anything with his hands and to let it look as casual as possible while at the same 


time he nervously looked around, 


There wasn't anything new to see since the last time he had checked - just thirty seconds ago. 


| hope you liked it, too". 

Kirk's soft voice made James jump. 

He quickly turned his head to look at Kirk who hadn't moved in the meantime. 

"What?" 

"| said | hope that you .. 

"Yes. Yes, of course", James ran his fingers through his hair. "| mean ... Yeah! Fuck, it was great!" 
He started to smile, a little shy at first but all of a sudden he gave Kirk a pretty dirty grin 
Then he narrowed his eyes while he looked Kirk up and down, 

"You planned to do that, right? To seduce me, | mean’. 


Kirk opened his lips but didn't answer. He just glanced at James, the look in those dark with the long black 
eyelashes showing something like sadness for a split second before Kirk blinked it away. 


"Am | right?" James insisted. 

No answer. 

Then a very brief and light nod. 

Kirk dropped his eyelids and looked at his hands on the table. 

"Why?" 

Kirk shot James a brief glance before he went on to stare at his hands. 
"Why did YOU sleep with me?" he asked back. 

James gave a groan and hung his head. 


"Oh, come on", he said "That's not fair, Kirk". 


Kirk quietly sighed. 

"I know", he whispered. "I'm sorry". 

"Oh, fuck, no! You don't need to be sorry", James gave back. He felt helpless. "Now, would you please tell me 
about the asshole who has raped you when you still have been a child .. Don't make me go and ask Cliff for 
some more information. | want to know what had happened, and don't think about leaving anything out". 


[] ily 
; a 
"James, please 


"No. Tell me. I've done you. As you had planned it", James said in a firm tone. "So, | guess | have some rights 


now, too". 
Kirk gave a nod, still staring down at the table. 


"Okay", he said. 


He needed some minutes to begin, so James patiently waited. 

"It was my uncle", Kirk finally whispered. "I mean, one of my uncles. The husband of one of my father's sisters. 
An Irishman, And ... and then his son, too. My cousin ... | had to stay there whenever my parents visited my 
father's relatives in Ireland". 

James stared at Kirk with his blue eyes wide. 

"What? But how .. But | thought .. Your father is IRISH?" 

Kirk gave a brief nod. 

James glared at Kirk's long dark curls, his tanned skin, the full lips and those very dark eyes. 

No way! 

"Are you sure?" he asked and scratched his head, not knowing what to think. 

‘lm sure", Kirk answered. He smiled wryly. "Maybe, my somewhat exotic looks and all the stories about kids as 
whores in Asia made the asshole of my uncle believe that he was a lucky guy because he got it for free AND 


that he didn't need to move his ass more than those I50 meters from the farmhouse to that outhouse he 
preferred to teach a little boy how to suck cock, and to let him know that the erect dick of a grown man 


EASILY could get shoved inside the ass of an eight year old .. Well, especially after using some force to free 
the little boy from his virginity, of course, and ripping open this or that. So, after having done that, its pretty 
easy because all that blood gets everything pretty smoothly’. 


James had gone pale. 


"No", he whispered. "Please .. This is awful. | can't .. No, | can't believe that anybody would do anything like that 
to a little boy". 


Kirk shrugged and tiredly looked at James. 


"You better believe that’, he dryly said. "You are pretty naive, James. Those things do happen every day, 


every hour, every minute, everywhere". 


James groaned and closed his eyes. A wave of nausea violently shook him. He swallowed hard several times to 


keep himself from throwing up. He never would have reached the restroom. 


Finally he was sure enough to be in control over his body functions, again, so he carefully and slowly moved 


his left hand over the surface of the table to Kirk's until their fingertips made contact. 
Kirk didn't move. 
James had feared he could start to panic, or worse, to start to cry. 


When nothing of that happened James cautiously slid his fingers onto the backsides of Kirk's fingers, lightly 
starting to stroke them. 


Kirk glanced at their hands. Tears had filled his eyes now. 


"So your uncle raped you more than once", James whispered. "But ... but he has injured you badly ... If there 
had been blood, | mean ..." 


Another weak nod from Kirk. 


"But, Kirk .. Somebody must have noticed these .. these things he did to you. Your mother, your father? Your 


aunt?" 


"| don't know", Kirk said in a very low tone, barely audible. "I thought I'd die after he raped me for the first 
time, also those times while | hadn't been healed enough .. But | didn’t tell anybody. He .. he threatened to make 
my father send my mother away and us kids, too, and marry an Irish woman ... And that no one ever then 


would give us any money, so we would have to die from hunger". 


He wiped away some tears. 


"|... | was so frightened and didn't know what to do", he whispered. "So | did what he said. After a while | felt as 


if | would have been outside my body when .. when he was doing that to me .. And then my cousin joined the 


party". 


1 - What happened to little Kirk? 


Author's Notes: 
Well, there's chapter 1. So .. what do you think? 


1 - What happened to little Kirk? 


„Oh, shit! Your cousin raped you, too? Your own cousin?" 


James groaned and laid his head back to the nape of his neck, staring at the ceiling of the fast-food 
restaurant's story for a while. 

His left hand still covered Kirk's right hand but now he had closed his fingers around Kirk's hand, holding it 
tight. Kirk's fingers felt cold as ice. 


"Yes", Kirk whispered. 


James breathed in and out deeply several times to calm himself down then looked back at Kirk. He didn't know 


what to say. 


"But it wasn't his own idea", Kirk continued, his tone slightly casual. "Connor accidentally caught us in the middle 
of an act as he wanted to get a ladder what was inside the outhouse. Oh, | have to add, Connor has been 
seventeen years old at that time and | had made it to the age of twelve in the meantime - how, | don't know .. 
Well, when Connor ran into us my uncle wasn't disappointed in any way. He just pulled out and ordered his son 


to get over and to make his daddy proud of his little baby boy .." 
"Oh fuck! No! This is perverted!" 


"Yes, now | can see that, too", Kirk said "But | haven't known as all those things happened. So, when my cousin 
got the order to rape me he tried - but he failed. He didn't get his cock hard enough to penetrate me ... You 
should have seen and heard my uncle! He called my cousin names and started to slap him, and | knew that my 


uncle used to beat up his kids, especially Connor who is the first born son .." 


"What an asshole! Please don't tell me he has beaten you up, too", James threw in, looking at Kirk with those 
blue eyes what never failed to rise Kirk's pulse frequency. 


"No, he never has beaten me up", Kirk answered, his tone cynical. "There never had been any need to do so. 
My father used to do the beating up of little Kirk, by the way .. Well, as my dearest uncle slapped around my 


cousin | couldn't stand it, and | offered to blow him - Connor, | mean - if a blowjob would count, too". 


"Oh, come on! Don't tell me your fucking uncle ..." 
"But that's exactly what | wanna tell you." 
Now, Kirk gave James an amused grin 


"My uncle accepted the offer and said he would be pleased to see if his little whore has done his homework 
good enough to go down on such an impotent imbecile like Connor to get an effect", Kirk continued, grinning 
again. "Fucker has underestimated me. Hah! .. Poor Connor had no choice | have to add, but now you know why. 
So | gave him a blowjob .. He was pretty limb as | started but | got him hard within three minutes I'd say, and 
as | started to suck him off in earnest and to deep throat him he came after, maybe, twenty seconds, and 
then he passed out because his orgasm must have been pretty intense .. Unfortunately, his cock still was in 
my mouth as he fell down, so my teeth scratched all over the sensible skin there as | tried to get him out of 


my mouth, and the rest of his body off mine, by the way". 


‘Oh, my god! That's .. | really don't know what .. That's horrible .. But on the other hand .." James started then 


had to bite his lower lip because he wanted to stop grinning. 
But Kirk grinned, too. 


"Don't worry", he said. "Connor and | still laugh about the scene whenever we are talking about it .. AND my 
uncle was pretty impressed. At first he thought that his baby boy has got a heart attack and has been 
passed away, so he got all hysterical and ran up to care about his baby boy while | busied myself to get rid 
of said wanna-be-corpse of daddy's little baby boy .. As you can imagine the corpse turned out to be stil 
dive - and pretty satisfied And because he still was in that post-orgasmic stupidity my cousin told my uncle 
how great and how fantastically | have done. After that my dear uncle used to order Connor to join the party 


whenever possible. | had to suck off Connor while my uncle used to fuck me". 

"What? Sorry? The perverted asshole fucked you and at the same time you had to blow your cousin?" 
James shook his head. No way! 

‘Of course", Kirk said in a casual tone. "At that time | didn't have too much problems of getting fucked any 
longer because he had done me long and quite often enough, and he also had got the idea of using large 
amounts of lube in the interim. So | was able to concentrate on the blowjob because | knew that Connor didn't 


want me to do it". 


"Excuse me - he didn't want you to do it?" 


James stared at Kirk, frowning. 


"He didn't want me to do it’, Kirk repeated. "But, once again, he had no choice. As I've told you he used to get 
beaten up by my uncle if he didn't follow the rules. The rules of my uncle, | have to add. Unfortunately, those 


rules could get changed from day to day without warning. So it wasn't too easy To follow them. But Connor had 
to try. He was the first born son and heir of the large property - the farm with the breeding of sheep, and 
also the small whisky distillery .." 


"Oh, now that's interesting", James enthusiastically mentioned, his eyes going wide. 


"You can't drink the stuff", Kirk replied and snorted. "I really don't know why my cousin gets such a shitload of 
money for just one fucking bottle of the brew ..” 


"Yourr COUSIN gets ..?" 


"My cousin? Oh, yes! | forgot to mention that my uncle died an untimely early death four years ago. Such a 
tragedy. He died by cleaning up one of his guns". 


James frowned and glanced at Kirk whose facial expression seemed to be without an emotion at all. 
"A suicide?" 


"Oh, no, no, no!" Kirk smiled and lifted his left hand. "Not at all. Never! It was an accident. Just an accident. 
Really. My uncle has been a beloved father and husband, he had a shitload of money, and he was chairman of 


the local parochial church council. No! Such an honorable man never would suicide himself!" 

Kirk narrowed his eyes and his smile got a touch of cruel satisfaction 

"But, maybe, some certain photos may have played a role", he added, 

"What photos?" James asked. "Don't say there are photos from him while he was raping you". 

"No. But there are photos from him raping another little boy. And that happened long after | had stayed there 


for the last time. In the meantime my father has left us, so | got no information about everything what was 


going on in Ireland .. You can imagine that | kinda has been surprised when Connor showed up in SF for a visit, 
telling me about the death of his dear father. Wow. That was ...| don't know how to describe that feeling ... | 
think | felt completely numb at first, and then | got angry .." 


"Angry?" 

"Yes. Angry. | got angry because | thought the fucker has died a much too easy death for the criminal he had 
been. For my opinion he hadn't suffered long enough", Kirk said, now looking thoughtfully. "But Connor exactly 
knew what | was thinking at that moment, so he told me he had to it to stop his father because he hadn't 


been able to stand it any longer". 


"So Connor took the photos?" 


"Yes. He suspected his father to having gone back to his old habits, so to say, after he hadn't done anything in 
a long time, and so he went after him and found out that the perverted ass was going down on two little boys 
of the church's choir. My uncle had been choirmaster of the boy choir, too, isn't that nice? Now, Connor had 
his camera with him, and he got a series of photos before he put the camera inside the pocket of his coat, 
pulled out the blank cartridge pistol he had with him and fired off one shot. Then he quickly backed off to a 
place where he was able to overlook the scene without being seen himself ... Well, as he told me his father 
must have ran from that place as if the Harbingers of Death would have been right behind him to drag his 
ass into the next best hell. My cousin stayed to see wait for the boy, and to look after him, if necessary. But 
the boy left the church .." 


"THE CHURCH?" 

"Yeah! Didn't | mention that fact earlier? Sorry." Kirk gave James a small smile. "As | said: the church. There 
had been the usual boy choir rehearsal before .. you know. Don't look at me like this, James! .. What's the 
problem? .. James?" 

‘I'm sorry", James managed to get out while he quickly lowered his head and looked down onto the floor. 
"James?" 


Kirk turned his hand around and now he held James' in the same way James held his. 


James had to force down a sudden attack of panic. He bit his lower lip as hard as possible without causing a 


split lip to be able to concentrate on the pain. His fingers cramped around Kirk's. 


Finally, his breath slowed down and the panic eased off. But he still had his head lowered, his long blond hair 


hanging down like a curtain 
"Fuck, | didn't know about you .. I'm sorry, James’, Kirk softly said. "I didn't want to hurt your feelings". 
James lifted his head and locked eyes with Kirk. 


"You didn't hurt my feelings, Kirk", he answered. "You just accidentally hit a trigger word what never fails to 


bring up some very unpleasant memories .. Very unpleasant.” 
Kirk gave a nod. "Do you want to tell me about them?" 


James smiled. He loosened his fingers around Kirk's hand a little bit to be able to go on with the soft stroking 
he had done before his panic attack. 


"Not yet. | wanna hear the rest of your story. So, what happened after the boy had left ..2" 


"The boy seemed to be unharmed, as far as my cousin was able to see, so he left, too. After that he visited a 


good friend of his in Dublin. Said friend was a photographer with an own studio, and he allowed my cousin to 
use his darkroom to develop the photos ... As usual, | have to add, because my cousin is a pretty good 
photographer, too, and he paid the chemicals and the paper he needed. He has his own darkroom now ... So, 


those photos got looked at just by two persons: my cousin .. and my uncle." 
"Your cousin showed him the photos?" 


"Yes. At first he thought of getting them delivered by mail and adding an anonymous note .. But then he just 
took them - not all of them, of course -, handed them over to my uncle and told him that his cruel game had 
to be over, or otherwise the game would got ended without the help of my uncle. Connor had been clever 
enough to let it look as if there would have been some people in wait, ready to support him if necessary .. 
Well, just some hours later his father had the bad idea to clean up his gun’. 


"Of fuck", James murmured. "Connor must have felt like a murderer". 


"Not even for a split second’, Kirk calmly said. "His father has raped him for the first time when he was seven 


years old. Now you know, too, why he shed no tears during the whole burial ceremony." 


8 - Let's get lost 


Author's Notes: 

The chapter is based on the pretty real experience of a harmless person what got lost in that fuck .. eh .. 
fantastic Central Park in New York City. Me! (THAT'S NOT FUNNY, YOU FUCKERS!). Well, my I5 year old niece 
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in suffering from female teens will know what | mean). 

We needed three hours to get out. And that, after | had visited the park several times before! 


But l'm fearless. | gonna do it again. Soon. Because I'll hit New York in two weeks. 


8 - Let's get lost 


After they had left the fast-food restaurant James and Kirk were on their way to Central Park because Kirk 
wanted to see the petting Zoo. They wandered along the Broadway, heading from Times Square to Columbus 


Circle. 


The streets were very crowded, the traffic horrible. Every now and then sirens of police cars or emergency 
ambulances were to be heard, and all in all the noise of the City was pretty intense, so it wasn't easy for 
James and Kirk to talk to another. 


Kirk who wasn't very tall nearly got run over and pushed aside numerous times by reckless people larger in 


height or weight than he, and so he had a hard time to stay behind James. 


Several times he feared he had lost the tall blond musician because James wasn't beside or in front of him 
any longer all of a sudden, and Kirk glanced around in panic, scanning the crowd in frenzy. He always deeply 


sighed of relief when he finally found James who was waiting for him, frantically waving his arm to make 


himself visible to Kirk. 


James tried to make sure that Kirk always was with him but there was no way to do so all the time because 
they very often got parted all of a sudden by groups of tourists, or the driver of a yellow cab decided to 
ignore the traffic lights and one of the guys had to wait while the other one already had crossed the street 
and got swallowed by the mass of people. 


One time Kirk got cornered by two aggressive looking women with thick layers of make-up on their faces, too 
much hair on their heads but not too much clothes on their extremely worked-out bodies and pretty 
dangerous looking high heels. 


They hysterically shouted at him that the end of the world or whatever else he might think about just had 
started and everybody would die a cruel death - if Kirk won't stop the process by buying those two tickets 


for that REALLY, REALLY wonderful Off-Broadway show NOW. 

Otherwise the world was going to be DOOMED. 

And all of that because he - Kirk - had sinned and done wrong by not buying those tickets for that REALLY, 
REALLY wonderful Off-Broadway show. 


Kirk desperately tried to back off but the furies mercilessly followed him, stabbing him with their forefingers 


with razor sharp long fingernails, varnished in blood red, slapping the tickets of the show into his face. 


All of a sudden James was there to rescue Kirk by gripping a fistful of the lead guitarists t-shirt and pulling 
him at his side. 

He had looked around after he had noticed that Kirk had gone lost and finally had spotted the poor dark haired 
guitarist. 


Having Kirk on his side again he shot a sharp glance at the women and wasn't able to hold back a sarcastic 


grin. 
There had to be some fun in it for him and Kirk. 
"WHAT have | told you about talking to elderly ladies, Kirk?" 


He brightly smiled at the female-looking persons, both in their thirties as he assumed, giving them a pleased 
nod while didn't look at Kirk whom he still firmly held by his t-shirt. 


"You are NOT allowed to speak to elderly ladies, and you KNOW THAT! You aren't even allowed to LOOK at 
elderly ladies without permission! YOU'VE GOT THAT?" 


He slightly shook Kirk, trying to keep himself from grinning. 

"And keep your hands BY YOURSELF! Also your teeth! Always! IS THAT CLEAR?" 

Kirk gave a nod and whimpered. 

He had lowered his head and his long dark hair hung down and covered up his face. 

James looked back at the women and smiled once more. 

They stared at him, their eyes under overly thick and long fake eyelashes with glitter all over them horrified. 


"I'm sorry for being so late to get him back under my control, and | hope he hasn't done you any harm in the 


meantime, ladies", he politely and casually told them. "I'm the young man’s ... well, let's say, his NANNY. His 
parents are millionaires, and they want to get their son the best care whatever possible .. You have to know 
that the poor guy is a severe cause of an ABSOLUTELY bizarre paranoia and can be very dangerous because 
of his paranoid ideas ... It is AWFUL! He believes that he would be an alien vampire from another galaxy and 
has to suck as much human blood as possible by biting everybody he could hit his fangs in, and then he'd 
bring the blood back to his home planet to save the thirsty vampire population there from getting vampire's 
dust .. That's quite a mission, you know?" 


A low hiss was to be heard from behind the curtain of Kirk's long hair. 


The women gave shrill squeaks and were gone - around the next best corner as fast as lightning flashes - 


before James could have said just one more word. 
He stared after them then burst into laughter. 
Kirk lifted his head and shook back his hair, grinning. Then he gave another hiss. 


After that they both laughed so hard that they had to hold their sides because they started to hurt while 
they gasped for air. 


James giggled and slapped Kirk's back. 

"Let's go, you alien vampire! But don't try to talk to elderly ladies again!" 

"Yes, nanny", Kirk giggled. "As you wish, nanny’ 

James gave a chuckle. 

"Especially when they aren't ladies but drag queens with fake tits and cheap wigs". 
Kirk jumped and nearly fell flat onto his face but James gripped his arm in time. 


"WHAT?" 


The both young guys weren't used to such a chaotic City like New York, and Kirk grabbed at James' arm more 


than once after that drag queen incident. James just smiled. 


Finally, they reached the Central Park as they had made it to Columbus Circle, and after they had entered the 
Park they quickly were surrounded by large trees and bushes and rocks. 


Lots of people seemed to have the same idea of wanting to visit the park, and so James and Kirk walked on and 
on, crossing a traverse where the cars and the buses, or bikes and horses, made their way from the Upper 


East Side to the Upper West Side. 


They tried to find signs for the Zoo but without luck. 


After a while the musicians crossed another traverse - the traffic was going from West to East - and after 
that they got swallowed by huge bushes and trees, running into large rocks whenever they didn't think about a 
rock popping up all of the sudden 

Very few other People were to be seen now. 

Finally, Kirk nearly fell into one of the lakes because he was all "ah" and "oh" about the turtles there inside. 
And James was on the edge of his nerves in the meantime. 

He wanted a beer. 

Cold beer. 

Or better three or four cans of cold beer. 

NOW. 


He turned around - and around and around. 


Trees, rocks, bushes and lakes. The City with all those skyscrapers seemed to be vanished all of a sudden 


The noise of the City's traffic seemed to be gone, too. 
James swallowed hard. 


At that moment Kirk saw some squirrels running and chasing another and was all "oh, how sweet" and "look, 


James". 
Fucking turtles and squirrels. 
But no Zoo. 


James had enough. 


He bit his lower lip and looked up to the sky because he wanted to nail down their position with the help of the 
sun and his wristwatch for the time. 


But - no sun. 
The sky had got clouded in the meantime, and the sun wasn't to be seen any longer. 
That didn't matter because he hadn't a wristwatch, anyway. 


THEY WERE DOOMED. 


Kirk still happily chattered away about those squirrels. He liked the park. 

James grabbed the shoulders of the smaller guitarist and started to shake him. 

"Kirk ... KIRK! Listen up! .. KIRK! We are lost! LOST! Oh, fuck .. FUCK! | can't see any buildings. Just fucking trees 
and fucking bushes. And it's gonna rain every second now .. Where are we? The houses of that fucking City 
are gone!" 

James panicked and looked around with his blue eyes wide open 


"Skyscrapers. They call them skyscrapers, James", Kirk casually said. 


"Fuck it! Not all of the fuckers are skyscrapers". James nervously ran his fingers through his blond mane. "But 
| even can't see those skyscrapers. FUCK! We are lost!" 


"Oh, come on!" Kirk said, his tone amused. "That's just a park. Trees and lakes and flowers, and so on. You know 
what | mean". 


James snorted. "I won't be so sure. Where is that fucking petting zoo you told me about? Tell you what - 


there's no petting zoo. It's a trick to lure innocent souls inside the park and to make them get lost inside that 
fucking maze .." 


"Oh, COME ON!" 
"That's a fact! You'll see. Because when it will get dark and the night will fall in, it is devil-time!" 
‘Sorry? Devil-time?" 


"Yes. Not to forget the demons". 


"The demons? What demons?" 
Kirk shook his head. 


He wasn't used to James’ fantasy yet because he wasn't long enough in the band to know about it. He glanced 
at James with large dark eyes, his full lips slightly opened up. 


James nodded and raised his right forefinger. 


"Yes. The demons. The Harbingers of Death of course, too", he hoarsely said, now trying hard to keep a poker 
face. "Well, Death himself might be too busy to show up but I'm pretty sure the Harbingers will do their best, 


too". 
"I totally agree", Kirk said and grinned. "I've heard they are very competent". 
"Professionals", James added. 


‘Otherwise they would get fired by Death, | suppose" Kirk threw in, trying to keep himself from giggling like a 


schoolgirl. 

"On the spot. And none of them wanna risk such a shameful fate. They never would get another qualified job 
because everybody would know they had failed as a Harbinger of Death and got fired .. Well, maybe, the Devil 
might let them help to keep up the fires in Limbo, or do some other low work, but that's just because he has 
such a good heart". 


"Always helping the poor and the fallen angels, right?" Kirk said with a grin 


"Right. But not the lost visitors of the Central Park .. So, if we won't make it out of the fucking Central Park 
before night, Kirk, then .." 


James paused and glanced at Kirk wide-eyed. 
Kirk stared back as if he was hypnotized. 
“Then ... what?" 


James quickly shot some looks out of the corners of his eyes to the left and to the right without moving his 
head. 


"Then .." he hoarsely whispered. "Then we will join the many corpses what are already inside those harmless 


looking lakes". 


4 - The monsters inside me 


Author's Notes: 
That's the final chapter. Enjoy! 


q - The monsters inside me 


There's a hidden abyss endlessly deep 
A maze of mad desires and fear 

Of dark horror that never will sleep 
The Devil smiles and Hell is near 


Sucking monster fog begins to creep 


Oh, there are flowers everywhere 
The birds are singing in the air 
Hell is gone 

Central Park is ever fun 

Oh, Central Park is ever fun 


The evil monster inside is awake 
It sucks you deep inside the night 
The demons and the Devil's snake 


Are in the shadows of the light 
Also the corpses in the lake 


Oh, there are flowers everywhere 
The birds are singing in the air 
Hell is gone 

Central Park is ever fun 

Oh, Central Park is ever fun 


See rotten flowers everywhere 
The birds are dying in the air 
Hell isn't gone 

Central Park was never fun 


Oh, Central Park was never fun 


Kirk tried to read the words James angrily scribbled into a very shabby looking and often used small notebook, 
but it wasn't an easy maneuver to get a glimpse on said notebook over James’ shoulder. James was much 


taller than Kirk. 


As it had started to rain they had run up the Park until they had found a beautiful area with a wild looking 


forest of mature trees. The treetops were very large and like a roof against the rain 
"Hah! Take that, fucker!" James now hissed in a low tone. 
His smile was as evil as the words he forced down on the innocent paper of his notebook. 


"This is for luring us inside that green hell by making a naive guy like Kirk believe there would be a petting zoo 
where he could hold some stupid bunnies in his arms, or to cuddle with some silly sheep or a fucking lama 
what might just wait for the best moment to spit him into the ground .. Or maybe he'd have some candlelight 
dinner for two with a Black Widow, followed by extreme-bondage of a high class spider web's technique .. 
Traditional art, of course ... Well, the Black Widow might like to use sweet Kirky's beautiful long hair to enhance 
her weaving technique .. Yes, | can pictured that. Very nice, yeah! A little kinky - but nice. Yeah! .. BUT | DON'T 
LIKE TO GET TRICKED LIKE THIS!" 


"James, don't you think you might overreact a little?" Kirk carefully asked, glancing at the lyrics on the 
crumbled and partially ripped apart paper of James’ notebook. 


"What? Overreacting? Me?" 
James stared at Kirk as if the guitarist would had grown feelers all of a sudden. 


"We are prisoners of that green hell, and you dare to ask if | might overreact? WE ARE LOST! Some fuckers 
of an archaeological team thirty thousand years or more in the future will find our skeletons, and they will try 
to find out what kind of species we could have belonged to, along with the numerous skeletons of the poor 
guys in the lakes all around us". He threw back his long blond hair and let out a deep groan. "Now, what would 


you guess we are?" 


"In Central Park, Manhattan, New York City’, Kirk said with a grin. "And we have made it to the Conservatory 


Garden near Central Park North, so you can write about rotten flowers and such perverted things". 
"YOU KNOW WHERE WE ARE?" 
"Of course". 


Kirk casually shrugged and gave James an innocent smile. Then he pulled a neatly folded city map of Manhattan 
off the backside pocket of his jeans and held it out to James. 


"Do you think | would be so stupid to take a walk in Cities like New York without a map? Some parts of the 
City better should be off-limits for guys like us .. There are fucking lots of gangs ruling over certain parts of 
the City, and 99,99 per cent of them don't like a bunch of long-haired and mostly drunk heavy metal musicians 


with white unwashed asses". 


James stared at Kirk, at first without knowing what to say. Then he ran his fingers through his blond hair and 
scratched his head. 


"| don't mind if some assholes would try to fight us", he then arrogantly announced. "The fuckers will regret 
that badly .. If someone might get the stupid idea he could try to beat up a James Hetfield then he better 
should call an emergency ambulance before starting to do so, because his sorry ass will be in need to be 


transported to the next Emergency Room approximately twenty seconds after he had made his first move". 
Kirk gave a groan and rolled his eyes. 


"Yeah, but the doctors from forensics will cut open your fucking dead body to have a look many bullets from 
the guns of the guy's friends are inside you, or how often and how deep their knives had gone into your body 
~ Pretty funny, yeah! .. Pull that stunt just one time, and we need a new frontman". 


"Fuck them", James said, and a split second later Kirk stared at the shimmering blade of a hunting knife. 
He shrieked and nearly fell off the bench he and James were sitting on as he tried to back off in panic. 


James threw the knife into his other hand and gripped Kirk's arm to secure him. He held him and then laid his 
knife onto the bench - out of Kirk's sight. 


"I'm sorry ... l'm sorry, | should have warned you, I'm so fucking sorry .. Oh, please don't cry ... No, please, 


baby .. | didn't mean to get you shocked .. Oh, fuck!" 


He cautiously laid his right arm around Kirk's shoulders then he lifted him with his left arm onto his lap. Kirk 
didn't protest or try to get away from him. He wrapped his arms around James’ neck and buried his face in 
the golden mane of hair he loved so much. 

But at first he wasn't able to stop his tears. They got wet his cheeks and James’ hair, and as Kirk wanted to 
lick dry his lips he took in the salty taste while he still gave some sobs. 


James held him close and felt Kirk's trembling. He stroked the long, curly dark hair and Kirk's back. 

He felt awful. What had he done? Kirk had told him about all the sexual abuse and the mistreating he had to 
suffer just some years ago, and he, James, came up with the bad idea to abruptly shove half of his armory 
into Kirk's face .. The second knife he had with him stuck inside his right boot. He wouldn't have thought of 
wandering through a City like this unarmed, and he surely would have bought a gun if he'd the money. 


But there wasn't any money to buy guns. And the hunting knives belonged to his father - James just had 


"borrowed" them. Maybe his sorry ass would got dragged into hell to burn in these fires for the lost souls of 


liars, murderers, sinners of the flesh and thieves, James' father had told about to him numerous times. 


James wasn't very fond of fires since his childhood, and even a camping fire made him nervous. He always 


suspected the flames creeping and licking at him all of a sudden, and that made him uncomfortable. 

But he also knew that behaving like a good son and asking his father if he could get those knives he just would 
have got a lecture about how to be honest and brave, and how to talk about God and His love for every 
creature on Earth to every fucker who might have wanted to beat James up, or kill him. 

James didn't even think about asking his father because he knew it would be a disaster. 

No way! 


So, he stole the knives. 


His father had enough of guns, of ammunition, of knives, and a lot of other stuff, anyway, because he used to 
go hunting or fishing with his buddies. 


Cliff had a knife, too. The bassist looked pretty harmless but his hand-to-hand fighting abilities made James 
speechless as he had seen for the first time as Cliff had beaten the shit out of drunk and aggressive Dave 
Mustaine. 


Now, he felt Kirk's body warming up his. Kirk had stopped crying but gave a low moan every now and then 


‘Its okay", James whispered and kissed Kirk's neck. "I'm here .. And l'm gonna protect you. Nobody ever wil 


hurt you again!" 


